THE   WORLD   GOES   ORANGE
philosophy of the Sage of the Villa Said. Not to know
Jerome Coignard, M. Bergeret or Dr. Trublet was to
write yourself down a barbarian. London went orange.
The conflagration spread to the suburbs, from Balham
to Barnet, from Baling to East Ham, and in no long time
the provinces followed suit. Sailors and globe-trotters
found them displayed for sale as far away as Singapore
and Shanghai. They conquered the world. All the
Homais in existence were soon complacently quoting or
imitating Anatole France. Publishers who had said, *I
don't think Lanes did too well with that Anatole France
venture of theirs', were now consumed with envy. I5
as editor of the series, had the task of crystallising the
contents of each volume in a paragraph of print on the
dust-jacket. I became a blurb-writer for the time
being—a truly detestable task. I was told I did it well.
Then there were other, elaborately illustrated editions of
Anatole France, which tapped a different public, editions
de luxe^ big demy octavos bound in black and gold.
They looked like a continental funeral, but the Americans
liked them. The illustrator was usually Frank Pape,
but John Austen, a remarkable man who, once a car-
penter, became a great celebrity, the man of the hour,
did the pictures for The Gods are Athirst^ and marvellous
pictures they were.
Of course Lanes published a good number of French
historical memoirs and works of fiction, none of which
call for any special mention, One book, I remember,
over which I took a great deal of trouble, Herbert
Jenkins spoilt for me. This was General de Piepape's
biography of the Duchesse du Maine. One of the
principal characters in the narrative was of course the
Regent Louis Philippe Joseph, Due d'Orleans, who was
represented in the English version by a portrait of
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